or rabbits. "It can't fail, old kdy. I've worked it all
out. Figures can't lie/' he would tell my mother. I
should imagine that he was too lazy to work out any-
thing, and each golden plan in turn vanished with silent
deflation, to be replaced by some yet more confident
vision.
Tom had a capacity for weeping too, and a good
nature which it was next to impossible to quarrel with.
He easily persuaded nay mother to lengthen the night
of their companionship into a second night, a week, a
permanent arrangement. She found him possible to
tolerate; one of his plans might always come off, and it
was somebody to look after the child. Together they
returned to London on his dwindling money, set up
house on hers.
All these, you must remember, are not my own
recollections. They are my mother's, linked together
from the odd scraps of her story she told me at vacant
moments when I was a child and a young girl. I see
them through the mist that always envelops the earlier
doings of those mysterious beings, our young parents,
and gives them a legendary character as distant and
cardboardly unreal as the acts of the Greek heroes and
gods. In those legends, little beings as stiff as marionettes
move across the stage to a succession of wooden
clicks. Somehow the why and the how that breathe
life into the dry fact get left out. So I can't explain or
understand, only relate, my mother's next move.
Their little money had run out and the rent of the
London lodgings was some weeks in arrears. Tom, I
fancy, was sitting in the largest arm-chair, apparently